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crag wrere heaps and heaps of fallen limestone of every size, from that of youi head to that of a waggon, with holes between them full of sweet heath-fern, and before Tom got through them, he was out in the blight sunshine again, and then he felt, once foi all, suddenly f as people generally do, that he was b-e-a-t, beat
6   You must expect to be beat a few times in youi life, little man, if you live such a life as a man ought  to live, let  you be as  strong and healthy as you may , and when you are, if you have not a stout,  stiong fiiencl by you who is not tired, you had best lie wheie you me, and wait for bettei times, as pooi Tom did
7   He could not get on     The sun was burning, and yet ho felt chill all over     He was quite empty, and yet he felt quite sick    There was but two hunched yards of smooth pastuie between him and the cottage, and yet he could not walk down it
8. He lay down on the grass till the beetles ran over him, and the flies settled on his nose 1 don't know when he would have got up again if the guatb and midges had not taken pity on him But the gnats blew then tiumpets so loud in his ear, and the midges nibbled so at his hands and face wherever they could find a place free from soot, that at last he woke up, and stumbled away over a low wall, and into a narrow road, and up to the cottage dooi